"What if it does. Nils? Four-fifths of the townspeople are
laborers who never speak to you or yours, and whose opinion
you despise. Your own set are in a conspiracy to hold you up as
a model of virtue: on reciprocal terms, of course. Now I am out-
side that conspiracy; and therefore I am held up as a model of vice.
Christine's fayorite preacher has written a tract in which he
declares that my friends visit me for the purpose of indulging
in obscene conversation, and that Torvald's drunkenness is my
fault; because, I suppose, poor Torvald took to playing with the
bottle when I took his doll away from him. His Reverence's head
has been turned by the injustice of human affairs, because, owing
to the state of the copyright law, he cannot get paid twice over
for his tracts, once here and once in America. He and Christine
between them will shield you. It was from her that I heard of
Emmy's fate; and she said, in her melodramatic way, 'Wretched
woman: the ruin wrought by your own hand is now complete,'
and so on. You are quite safe, Nils: the word has already gone
round that I am to be made the scapegoat; and tomorrow you
will be shaking your head over my depravity more gravely than
any of the rest, as becomes the mayor of the town."
"I will not, Nora," he said indignantly. "How can you think
so meanly of me?"
"Well, if I am wrong, you can prove me so— tomorrow. But
if I am not wrong—"
"You shall see," he interrupted, blusteringly.
"If I am not wrong," she resumed, quietly, "come back to
confession when your conscience troubles you; and you shall be
forgiven. Or will you be afraid to come now, since you have
discovered that everybody except Christine knows of your
visits?"
"Goodnight,55 he said shortly.
"Goodnight," she said. "My poor old Krogstad!"
He flung out of the room like a boy in a pet; and she sat down
at her writing table, to finish her day's work. But in a moment
she heard his step at the threshold again, and, turning in her
chair, saw his angry face thrust in at the door, saying,
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